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APPRECIATIVE THANKS TO DEAN WALLACE, 
PATT GATELEY AND GENA MEROTH
 In our third issue of be Still, we explore the wondrous 
world of children through poetry, photographs, 
narrative and art work that celebrates the beauty and 
imagination of children. 
 Dr. Janet Lynn Roseman-Halsband, Editor 
The love of children inspires an interest in the welfare 
of all humanity. ~ James Lendall Basford 
(1845–1915), 
Sparks from the Philosopher's Stone 1882
“All grown-ups were once children…but only 
few of them remember it.”
Antoine de Saint-Exupery, The Little Prince.
The following are photographs taken by Dean Elaine 
Wallace during some of her trips around the world 
and at home. 
CHILDREN IN ANTIGUA
CHILD IN CAMBODIA
MONGOLIAN EAGLE HUNTER IN 
TRAINING
CHILD IN ICELAND
FISHING
SUCCESS IN FISHING
DIVYA PANDYA: THE IMAGINATION OF A 
CHILD- ONE OF THE MOST FANTASTIC THINGS
ARTIST STATEMENT: DIVYA PANDYA
Since I was a child, drawing has been 
one of my passions. I also loved to 
day dream, read fairy tales and 
enjoyed all things fantastical. This 
drawing is a memory of just how 
incredible a child's imagination can 
be. As I continue my journey in 
medicine, it is refreshing to be able to 
use my dreams to fantasize and to 
find ways that I can make a 
difference in healthcare in the future.
QUYNH-NHU TRAN: A CHILD’S CURIOSITY 
DURING THE DECEMBER 2018 MEDICAL OUTREACH TRIP IN ST. JAMES, JAMAICA, 
A  CURIOUS 5-YEAR-OLD GIRL PLACED A STETHOSCOPE AGAINST HER CHEST. 
EVEN THOUGH THIS WAS MY SECOND TIME RETURNING TO JAMAICA, I 
CONTINUED TO BE  AMAZED AT THE FEARLESS CHILDREN NOT CRINGING AND 
EVEN SMILING DURING THE PHYSICAL EXAMS. I REMEMBER A BRAVE 10-YEAR-OLD 
GIRL WHOSE FATHER VOLUNTEERED ON-SITE WHILE SHE WATCHED THE MEDICAL 
AND OPTOMETRY TEAMS. POSITIVE ATTITUDES WERE REFLECTED AMONG 
NUMEROUS COMMUNITY MEMBERS WHO SHOWED GREAT RESPECT AND 
GRATITUDE TOWARDS THE HEALTHCARE PROFESSIONALS DURING THE MISSION. 
THEY TOUCHED MY LIFE AS I TOUCHED THEIRS.
ARTIST STATEMENT: QUYNH-NHU TRAN, M.S., IS A 
SECOND-YEAR MEDICAL STUDENT. SHE IS THE OLDEST 
GRANDCHILD IN HER EXTENDED FAMILY IN AMERICA, 
AND ENJOYS WITNESSING HER YOUNGER COUSINS AS 
THEY GROW UP.  SHE BELIEVES THAT THE YOUNGER 
GENERATION ARE THE FUTURE AND SHE ASPIRES TO BE A 
OBSTETRICIAN/GYNECOLOGIST SO SHE CAN BEGIN TO 
HELP PEOPLE FROM THEIR FIRST BREATH TO LIFE. 
SEAN A. FRIEFELD
Children 
Innocence and purity are brimming in the child.
Exploration, rocket ships, and race cars bring a smile.
Politics are nonexistent, everyone’s a friend and imagination runs so wild,
even time can bend . 
Laughter, crying, emotions flying, fill the air with love.
Throw a fit, but when you calm down give your mum a hug.
See the complex constellations in a life so simple. 
Spread your love across the sea and watch it ripple. 
The sun is bright and in your eyes; a future even brighter .
Overcome your obstacles and embrace your inner fighter.
Do not lose your hope no matter what you do for anything is possible in a world 
made of you.
SEAN A. FRIEFELD IS A MEDICAL STUDENT AND 
ENJOYS WRITING POEMS DURING HIS SPARE TIME. 
ARTIST STATEMENT:  I wrote this poem to encourage 
children to  embrace the world that they create every 
day and to live with a sense of wonder.
 War and Climate Refugees in Lesvos, Greece
Between jobs in September of 2015, I had an opportunity to provide 
basic life support on the Greek island of Lesvos for refugees fleeing 
violence in Syria and Afghanistan. War in those countries had spurred an 
exodus of people heading west and when they reached the west coast of 
Turkey, they had already been through  a life-threatening and challenging 
journey. Their final obstacle before stepping foot on Greek (and thus E.U.) 
soil was crossing the ten miles of Aegean Sea between Turkey and Lesvos.  
Turkish smugglers charged top dollar for a seat in each perilously 
overcrowded, five-horse-power dinghy. The rough seas often caused rafts 
to take in water, frightening if not overturning the passengers. Coast guard 
and volunteer surveillance was inadequate for the number of crossings, 
and occasionally an entire group—of babies, elderly people, and 
everyone in between—would drown.  
Most groups did arrive, with 50 nauseous or hypothermic voyagers 
stumbling out of their rafts onto Lesvos beaches.  Grown men hugged me, 
crying in relief; women collapsed in prayer to Allah; and teens used pocket 
knives to puncture their rafts, gesturing across at Turkey in defiance. Easy 
crossings produced happy passengers, some of whom took selfies or lit 
cigarettes moments after reaching dry land. However, treacherous crossings 
produced acutely ill or injured passengers and they had gory lacerations to 
clean and dress, and there were many blue-lipped children to warm up. 
I was considerably over my head as a newly certified EMT. One girl dry 
heaved to the point of rupturing her facial blood vessels and fainting. I 
checked her pulse and wrapped her in rescue blankets as frantic family 
members screamed in Arabic around me. Fortunately she soon regained 
consciousness, and something compelled me to force-feed her pieces of 
banana. Although, I felt significantly under-qualified, at times I was still the most 
medically experienced volunteer on the scene.
The volunteer relief effort in this seaside village of Sikaminias was somewhat 
disjointed. International aid organizations like the Red Cross were not permitted 
to set up here due to local politics, so small organizations and individuals like 
myself devised makeshift infrastructures. A Norwegian couple cooked 
chickpeas all night for incoming refugees, and a Palestinian-Danish group set 
up an outdoor boutique of donated clothing. 
The village café became an operations command center for volunteers.  
We sipped coffee on the patio, debating logistics and how best to utilize 
personnel and donated goods. Our role in the larger effort was to make wet 
and exhausted refugees healthy enough for a two-hour walk and one-hour bus 
ride to Mytilini, the island capital with long-term camps and immigration 
processing. Some refugees would be cleared to catch a ferry to Athens, while 
others would be condemned to live in apocalyptic tents indefinitely. Their lives 
were directly influenced by the conference room decisions of E.U. leaders, 
several of whom responded to the refugee crisis by closing their borders.  
One of the harder things I had to do was abandon an Afghan family at 
one of these long-term camps. A British volunteer and I had driven them to the 
hospital earlier to get the little girl’s thumb checked out.  She had severed it 
somehow in crossing the Aegean, and calmly sought my attention on the 
beach in Sikaminias to show me exposed bone and loosely tethered soft tissue.  
Luckily there was a nearby physician, who gave her medicine but sent us two 
hours down the winding road to the hospital. Just one of the nine extended 
family members in our van spoke some English.  He had worked for the U.S. 
military in Kabul before the Taliban found out and sent him a letter explaining 
two options. Either he could continue working for the United States and be 
publicly killed by the Taliban, or he could fulfill a jihad suicide mission in Europe 
and go to ‘paradise’. He escaped with his family, and here we were in Mytilini, 
pleading with the hospital staff to examine the girl’s thumb for free.
Other children and teens made the journey from Afghanistan or Syria with 
no adult guardianship. They grabbed whatever would fit in a backpack and 
said goodbye to everyone in their lives for what could be the last time.  No one 
chooses to be a refugee, I was reminded; displacement is always the last resort.  
Though many of the orphaned travelers adapted unbelievably well. On an EMT 
shift at the bus stop between Sikaminias and Mytilini, I met a crew of Afghan 
teens who were dancing to Farsi rap and devouring canned falafel balls.  They 
wanted to know about American girls, and seemed genuinely devoid of 
worries.  Yet nothing in their lives was certain. Did they wind up in Germany?  
Holland?  I cringe thinking they could still be trapped in a Greek refugee camp 
for lack of proper immigration status. If they did settle somewhere, are they 
finishing high school?  Do any of the teachers know Farsi? We can hope that 
their European classmates appreciate the socio-political mess that they fled, 
and what it might be like to leave home for good.
Back by the water in Sikaminias, aid workers would crash the café 
during lulls in raft arrivals and look with binoculars toward Turkey. If we saw 
a bobbing black dinghy with orange life jackets, we could approximate 
the time and location of its arrival based on the wind.  Sometimes we 
would zip down the coast by car to meet a raft; otherwise we jogged over 
goat paths to a rocky cove where rafts landed. Because I have olive skin 
and dark features, I was mistaken for a refugee dozens of times. 
Scandinavian volunteers smiled warmly with a “salaam!” and handed me 
sandwiches. It was funny, but also showed how little removed I am—we 
are—from being in the soggy shoes of these refugees.  
Other children and teens made the journey from Afghanistan or Syria with 
no adult guardianship. They grabbed whatever would fit in a backpack and 
said goodbye to everyone in their lives for what could be the last time.  No one 
chooses to be a refugee, I was reminded; displacement is always the last resort.  
Though many of the orphaned travelers adapted unbelievably well. On an EMT 
shift at the bus stop between Sikaminias and Mytilini, I met a crew of Afghan 
teens who were dancing to Farsi rap and devouring canned falafel balls. They 
wanted to know about American girls, and seemed genuinely devoid of 
worries. Yet nothing in their lives was certain. Did they wind up in Germany?  
Holland? I cringe thinking they could still be trapped in a Greek refugee camp 
for lack of proper immigration status. If they did settle somewhere, are they 
finishing high school? Do any of the teachers know Farsi? We can hope that 
their European classmates appreciate the socio-political mess that they fled, 
and what it might be like to leave home for good.
ARTIST ZACHARY BURNS IS A 2ND-YEAR DO/MPH 
STUDENT. HE IS A DEVOTED PROPONENT OF PLANT-BASED 
EATING AND UNIVERSAL HEALTHCARE. HIS PHOTOGRAPHS 
THAT FOLLOW DEPICT HIS JOURNEY.
 What can we do as conscientious healthcare professionals? We might 
choose to work at community health centers or safety net hospitals where 
immigrants can receive primary care regardless of their legal status. We can 
also vote for politicians who understand that war refugees are victims of 
circumstance, and should not be turned away by wealthy countries. Finally, 
we can recognize the link between climate change and human 
displacement. It is well established that climate-exacerbated drought and 
agricultural failure in Syria destabilizes the economy and helped catalyze the 
civil war. Environmentally aggravated political, and consequent 
displacement, is considered one of the major reasons that climate change 
matters. On Lesvos, I saw firsthand that mass migration is a health issue.  It is 
one of many environmental health issues that should compel health 
professionals to advocate for climate change mitigation.
CHEAP LIFE JACKETS COATED MUCH OF THE 
COASTLINE
CALM SEA, PLENTY OF AID WORKERS--A GOOD ARRIVAL
SYRIAN KIDS ENJOYING SOME SNACKS
WE MADE IT
AFGHAN TEENS AT THE BUS STOP
DRENCHED AFGHAN MEN, ONE WITHOUT 
ARMS, ARRIVE ON E.U. SOIL
The Gift of a Stranger 
There is a moment of passage
where we establish our passion.
Where what began as a flicker feels the fragrance of air.
Would that flame be extinguished? 
Or might the fire begin there? 
There are gifts that evade measure
elusive to compare.
That is the time we collect and the lives that we bare.
It causes creases and crevices, creating impressions in our skin.
From the bicycle off which you fell. 
On to the breath that presses beneath the surface of your lips.
Our bodies they tell stories.
of the errors we commit.
Yet within them lies resilience and the evidence that we lived. 
There was a decision that was made.
A final gift to convey 
To an unknowing stranger.
A collective messaged relayed.
As you scrub down our tables
and you raise up your blade
take a moment to picture what once pumped through our veins. 
The cold breeze and wind against our skin.
The tears we felt streaming caught the indentation above our chins
awe struck from the beauty 
of the mountains and the clouds.
We ran out of breath expelling echoes from our mouths.
The obstacles we faced
seemed senseless in their wake.
And when our loved ones passed we experienced agonizing pain.
Yet eventually the time developed order from mistake.
Our children were born
And their love returned us to place. 
Do you remember the moment you held my heart in your hands?
It was there that us two forged a much greater plan.
For the journey before you will see suffering expand
with the weight of world making it difficult to stand.
Patients will pass
just as my memory will fade.
But I pray this last gift creates an everlasting wave. 
We are The Effectors of cause 
and representatives of change.
Granting knowledge to generations
Intertwining together the oceans the fate 
No matter where I may go, 
no matter what I will become, 
a piece of my present will build a future filled with love. 
ANGEL MARQUEZ SERVES AS AN OFFICER IN THE U.S ARMY AND IS 
A SECOND YEAR MEDICAL STUDENT. HE ORIGINALLY WROTE THIS PIECE FOR 
THE 2018 CADAVER MEMORIAL AND SINCE THEN WENT ON TO BECOME AN 
ANATOMY FELLOW. 
HIS INTENT BEHIND THE POEM WAS TO RESPECT THE GIFT THAT'S GIVEN TO 
MEDICAL STUDENTS AROUND THE WORLD AND EMPHASIZE THAT EVEN AFTER 
LIFE HAS PASSED US OUR ACTIONS CAN STILL INSPIRE GENERATIONS TO 
COME. 
For everything I ever was
is with those that I touched.
And it is you that now carries our fire within your blood. 
 ARTIST STATEMENT: ANGEL MARQUEZ 
 As we are taught in our physics classes, energy is neither 
created nor destroyed it is simply transferred. Whether that 
energy manifests itself as power to fuel an engine or as 
knowledge to fuel a life of passion and intimacies, the energy 
influences one in the same. I simply seek one thing out of life, that 
those who come into contact with my energy find themselves 
transformed in the subtlest of ways so that they may, in turn, 
inspire another so that the cycle continues on and on.
Her Son, His Mom
Many immigrant families struggle to disclose their health, often 
masking shame with modesty.  A few months ago in a community health 
clinic, my attending physician brought a middle-aged man back into our 
room. I was expecting a seventy year old woman as our next patient.  
Instead, it was her son. He wanted to discuss some things with us before we 
saw her. She only spoke Arabic. He only spoke English. He had an 
appointment as well, but he wanted us to see his mother first so that he 
could take her home before we discussed his health. He did not want his 
mother to learn that he was HIV positive. 
My attending physician emphasized that we would not disclose this 
information, and the son smiled innocently saying it was for the best that his 
mother not know.  Understandably, he was worried it would affect their 
relationship. We validated his concern, and we promised to respect it. He 
opened the door for his mother who was outside waiting. I was to be her 
translator. Her complaint was difficulty walking for the past two weeks. Even 
though she had not seen her son for the past twenty years, she immigrated 
from Egypt to live with him. He knew she had diabetes like him and was 
worried she had developed peripheral neuropathy in her feet. 
He asked me why she had to take more medications than he did. 
He picked a box out of her purse which had a note on it that was 
handwritten in Arabic. I read it slowly, added some vowels, and 
changed b’s to p’s to get pramipexole. Confused, I turned to her and 
asked why she was prescribed this medication. She hesitated and said 
it was for her fingers. I wondered to myself whether she meant that she 
was on the medication for her hand tremors? I looked at her son then 
back at her. I sifted through the other boxes of medication myself. All 
medications to treat symptoms of the same condition: Parkinson’s 
disease. My tone shifted as I asked if she knew what she had. 
Still smiling, she said yes and added “khalas” which can mean 
“enough” when one wants to change the subject. I asked if he knew. 
She said no. I asked who gave her the medications, and she said "a 
brain doctor". Her son was confused. I had stopped translating for him. 
He asked me what medications she was taking and their indications. I 
looked at her again seeking permission in her silent smile. She said she 
was hoping not to worry him. I asked her what the doctors had 
mentioned as far as a prognosis. She said there was nothing else they 
could do. 
She was given six months of medications and spent her savings to move 
here to live in the company of her only son. I asked what she wanted me to say. 
She said she loves him but asked if he needed to know. I told her that it is her 
decision to make, and she said “khalas” again. He looked at us and said that 
he did not understand. He looked at me for an answer, but it was clear she did 
not want me to disclose this to her son. We respected her decision, and 
requested that her son leave the room.
Her son kept repeating that he had not spoken to his mother in twenty 
years and wanted to know more. Her son was on the verge of tears and was 
seeking some form of validation from us that we could not offer him. My 
attending physician reiterated to him that we could not disclose confidential 
patient information without her consent. Her son left the room realizing that our 
trust worked both ways, and I wondered how he felt now that the confidentiality 
situations were reversed. 
My attending physician recommended a neurology referral and sent me to 
fetch the social worker because they were uninsured. The social worker had left 
for the day so there was not much that we could do right then and there. Our 
patient saw our frustration, and told us not to worry. She did not understand 
what we were saying, but I could tell she probably had similar issues in Egypt to 
get her medications. Despite her poor prognosis, she had abandoned her 
former life and traveled around the world to be with her son. She believed that 
revealing the truth would only put a strain on their relationship, and she was not 
ready for that. We validated her concern as being her decision to make and 
one that we would respect. We opened the door for her son. They thanked us 
and left.
ARTIST STATEMENT: THIS SHORT NARRATIVE HOPES TO PROVIDE A 
PERSPECTIVE ON WHY CHILDREN AND PARENTS STRUGGLE TO 
DISCUSS THEIR HEALTH, OFTEN MASKING THEIR SHAME WITH 
MODESTY.
 Hytham Rashid is a fourth-year medical student and bioengineer, 
finishing his joint D.O./MPH program. He hopes to help refugee 
families like his own survive the horrors of war.
ARTIST STATEMENT: ALICIA KILIAN 
A child’s innocence can be deceiving. Their beauty, laughter, and 
carefree nature can easily blind anyone from seeing and 
understanding a child's true reality. On my first pediatrics rotation as a 
third year medical student, I met a little girl with Ebstein’s Anomaly, a 
rare and serious heart condition. A condition that can present with 
bluish discoloration to the lips and skin due to lack of oxygen. When this 
little girl first walked into the examination room, her smile lit up the room 
and her laughter instantly made me forget why she was even there. 
After getting lost in her laughter for a few minutes, I started to notice 
how blue she was. Her hands were blue, her lips were blue. She was a 
beautiful blue little girl with a big smile that almost made me forget that 
she just had open heart surgery 3 weeks prior. It was this experience 
that taught me to admire a child's innocence, but to not be blinded 
and underestimate the physical and mental struggles that children live 
with.
THIS IS A PHOTOGRAPH OF NEVAEH CARTER WHO JUST FINISHED EATING A BLUE LOLLIPOP.
THIS PHOTO IS INTENDED TO PORTRAY A CHILD’S INNOCENCE AND HOW I FIRST FELT 
MEETING THE LITTLE GIRL I DESCRIBED WITH EBSTEIN’S ANOMALY. IT WAS SO EASY FOR 
ME TO GET LOST IN HER LAUGHTER AND BEAUTY AND NOT INITIALLY NOTICE HER BLUE 
LIPS AND APPRECIATE LIFE CHALLENGES. 
My niece, Nevaeh Carter is in the photograph however, the little 
girl who was the inspiration for this photography, I met at the 
Boriquen healthcare center in Miami. Her name is Sophie and she is 
the same age as my niece and with similar physical characteristics. 
One day I was at the park with my niece and she just finished a 
blue lollipop, and that’s when my encounter with Sophie came to 
mind. I wish I could explain in words how enlightening the 
experience was for me. As a medical/public health student, this 
experience made me think about our perception of children and 
their innocence and how it influences how child medicine is 
practiced. It made me think about how we can unintentionally 
underestimate what a child is experiencing and therefore may not 
effectively address their health needs.
ARTIST PETER SCIARRETTA TROCCOLI, IS A FIRST YEAR MEDICAL STUDENT AS 
WELL AS A BENEFICIARY OF MODERN MEDICINE AND THOSE WHO PRACTICE 
ITS ART AND SCIENCE.
My Future Patients:
We will watch them suffer from the pains of their ailments. We will watch them suffer doubly 
when they see the struggle and sacrifice of their loved ones now turned into their beasts of 
burden.
We, physicians, can never take our patients or their loved one's fears personally. Families 
can be fierce, when they are not able to protect the ones they love.
We, future physicians, vow to never give up--to never forget why we answered the call to 
help those in need. When we feel our benevolence is seemingly never enough or our artistry is 
starting to lose its meaning, remember the reasons that brought us here. We get the opportunity 
to honor the debt for the doctors who saved our own loved ones-those physicians whose training 
and dedication allowed our families more time. It is a debt we choose to pay in full-- the gift to 
practice the art and science of medicine-- a legacy that has existed since time immemorial.
There will be days when we inform families, that theirs will not be broken up today. Their 
loved one will make it through. Knowing that I will be in the position to give the gift to a future 
physician, makes this arduous journey to become the imperturbable physician I aspire to be, 
worth my moments of doubt. Worth every tribulation I have faced and those I will undoubtedly 
encounter along the way. No matter the size of the wall our diplomas fit on, our future patients 
won’t care how much we know, until they know how much we care. 
Ancora imparo-I am always learning.
ARTIST LAURA KIRKPATRICK IS A 6TH 
GRADE ART STUDENT AT NSU UNIVERSITY 
SCHOOL.
EXERCISE IN CIRCLES AND LINES 
PAINTING BY A 12 YEAR OLD BOY USING ACRYLIC ON CANVAS. THIS IS HIS 
INTERPRETATION OF "THE OUTSIDERS" QUOTE BY S. E. HINTON
"WE ALL WATCH THE SAME SUNSET."
ACROSS THE FENCE
It was the middle of the day.
The sun was in the sky.
Around 4 P.M., I saw this confused boy, around my age.
And I just wanted to say hi.
Almost every day, we talk to each other.
Although, we really couldn’t shake hands.
Between us was a huge fence,
And we really wanted to stretch it open like rubber bands.
Time after time, the boy was wearing weird pajamas.
It looked kind of good, so I copied it.
But I was fed up with having to talk with a huge fence in between,
I got my dad’s old digging kit.
When I got across, we were asked to go to shower
And use the towels they would provide.,
But when we got there, instead of water,
We were covered with cyanide.
ARTIST ALEX WAZIRY INSPIRED BY THE 
MOVIE, “THE BOY IN THE STRIPED 
PAJAMAS”. HAVING JEWISH ROOTS, IT 
DEEPLY TOUCHED THE WAZIRY FAMILY. 
ARTIST ALEX WAZIRY IS THE SON OF PAULA WAZIRY, MA, PHD, ASSISTANT PROFESSOR AT THE TAMPA 
BAY REGIONAL CAMPUS. ALEX IS A 7TH GRADER WHO LOVES TO HAND OUT WITH HIS FRIENDS, PLAY 
VIDEO GAMES, WATCH MOVIES, CREATE CARTOON CHARACTERS AND PAINT. HIS FAVORITE 
SUBJECTS ARE MATH, SCIENCE AND ARTS. HE USED TO BE A COMPETITIVE FIGURE SKATER, BUT GREW 
TIRED OF THE LONELY SPORT AND DECIDED TO JOIN RECREATIONAL SOCCER. ALEX IS A DELIGHTFUL 
CHILD WHO DEEPLY CARES NOT ONLY ABOUT HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS, BUT ALSO ABOUT HIS 
COMMUNITY AND FOR THE FATE OF LESS FORTUNATE ONES.
